SAFE CUSTODY
idea, but the House of Haydn is against you—Haydn
has been against you for thirty-five years. We
couldn't get to grips with your great-uncle—perhaps
because he knew my uncles better than I. But when
at last he died, we proposed to re-enter the lists. The
idea was to get possession—possession of Hohenems
Castle, either by purchase or lease.
" Well, my uncles got off the mark extremely quick
—much too quick for my liking, and I was immensely
surprised when they came back on Saturday evening
and said they'd got as far as they had." She turned
to me. " Then on Sunday morning I fell in with you.
" Well, when I got back to Haydn, I put my uncles
wise, I confess I didn't spare them, but then they
•hadn't spared me the night before. ' That's what you
get/ I told them,' for rushing in.1 They believed my
tale, of course. They couldn't even pretend to do
anything else, for they'd spent their time remarking
what a coarse-grained, under-bred fellow the new
John Ferrers was. And there, so far as I was con-
cerned, the matter ended. They'd been made fools of
by Harris, but, thanks to my meeting with you, I'd
been able to stop them being fooled to the top of
their bent. The appointment they'd made for Monday
was never even discussed. You don't keep appoint-
ments with impostors, which, if you had known they
were impostors, you wouldn't have made. At least,
I don't. Apparently my uncles do.
" They went, as arranged, to Hohenems yesterday
afternoon. I never knew it, and they never meant
me to know: I only found it out by the merest chance.
But I did find it out, and I met them as they came in.
I asked them three questions—why they had been to
Hohenems, what they had done at Hohenems, and why
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